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THE CHIEF ATTRACTION. 

_ “Of this year’s Military Tournament is not one of the best on record, the fault will not be Poor Pa’s. Even the Duke of Cambridge has expressed himself as 
being perfectly satisfied with Dad’s prospectus—an expression of opinion which cost him rather dear, as my misguided male parent immediately borrowed from him 
the wherewithal to purchase a pot of four-ale. The chief item in the programme of the Tournament will less be @ sword dance by Mr. McNab. Several 
military experts professed themselves as being highly amused at his performance. Unfortunately, though, their looks belied thetr words.” —Toorsis. 


AN APT INTERRUPTION. TRIAL BY JURY. 


L 

“ AnD wretches hang that men may dine,” says P: 
in allusion to the starving iv juries until they agied ib 
their verdict. In the reign of Edward III. it was settled 
that the verdict of less than twelve was a nullity, and the 
Court declared that the judge of assize should the 
jury about with him ina cart until they were jolted into 
unanimity. Later on they were red of light, fire, 
food and drink. Somewhere in the Fifties, a Salisbury jury, 
locked up in bitter cold weather, sent a message to the 
Court saying bag f had burnt all the chairs, and that the 
table would soon follow unless they were let out. 

Montagu Williams told some curious stories of jurymen. 
He was engaged by a Jewish solicitor to defend one Solo- 
mon Isaacs, accused of receiving stolen goods. Williams 
and his leader declared that the prisoner had not a chance, 
and that the evidence was conclusive. The solicitor only 
chuckled. Arriving at the Court some ten minutes before 
the business of the day commenced, “ Monty” noticed a 
solitary = most dismal loo! 5 rig dressed in 
black, already seated in the box. hen the Clerk of 
Arraigns read over the names of the jury they were found 
to be thirteen. The melancholy man then rose and explained 
that he was poverty on the list for to-morrow, but that on 
that day he to attend his wife's funeral, and he begged 
that one of the jury would take his place then and allow 


Susan (reading aloud Srom sensational novelette). “As 

: the Lord 
Swanier rng to grasp the hapless Millicent, the blood-stained wraith of Lvly 
ye Suddenly intervened, and, fixing the conscious-stricken m' ith her 
‘ye, in a voice of terrible import, cried —" ‘ 
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him to act to-day. His request was granted and this trial began. 

The evidence from the first was very strong against Isaacs 5 
but, to the nstonishment of everybody, the jury could not agree, 
nud they were locked up. Hours missed, and the Court rose, 
but yet no verdict was returned, At ten o'clock at night the 
Recorder sent for the jury, but still they had not agreed, The 
Recorder came back at one o'ciock in the morning, but still 
one man, the melancholy one, held out against the rest, At 
length, at three in the morning, the twelve men, eleven of them 
looking more dead than alive, crawled into the box with a verdict 
of “ Not Guilty.” i A 

Montagu Williams afterwards asked one of the jury what it all 

teint, “Lor, bless you, sir,” snid the juryman, “it was that 
miserable chap as lost his wife, There never was such an 
obstinate, disagreeable fellow born, From the first he said 
he had made up his mind that the prisoner was not guilty, and he 
said he would never consent ton verdict the other way, When we 
went into the room he curled himself up in his greatcoat and began 
reading the newspaper, The worst of it was we had nothing to eat 
or drink, but this obstinate chap kept eating sandwiches, and 
drinking brandy and water out of a great flask he had brought in 
his pocket, and when we asked him for some he burst out laughing 
and said he would not give us a mouthful between us. One by one 
gave in until we ngreed to ‘Not guilty.”” Next morning Mon- 
trgu Williams had occasion to pass the Jewish solicitor's oftice, 
and who should he see but the obstinate juryman, but strange to 
say no longer in black, no longer dismal. nstead, ina light tweed 
suit, with a merry, self-satisfied twinkle in his eye. 

During the election at Bristol in 1867, a solicitor named Watkins 
was accused of being the ringleader ina riot. When placed on his 
trial Ballantine and Montagu Williams were for the defence, and 
they were informed that a certain butcher in the town had 

ublicly declared that he would get sworn upon the jury and would 
rather have his leg cut off than acquit Watkins. When his name was 
called, Ballantine challenged him on account of his trade, but the 
charge was misdemeanour, not felony, and the Sergeant was there- 
fore in error, and the butcher declared he wouldn't budge an inch. 
At six o'clock on the second day the jury retired to consider their 
verdict, Not until four o'clock next morning did the butcher 
listen to reason, and then the verdict was “ Not Guilty.” When 
the names of the jury were rend over the twelfth, in a feeble voice, 
answered “Here.” “I never,” says Montagu wiles “saw such 
an extraordinary looking object ns the butcher. His coat and 
waistcoat were torn from his back; his very shirt-sleeves were 
tattered, and his face was besmeared with blood.” 

They had brought him round to the right way of thinking. 
(Newt week, more abvut “ Trial by Jury.” ) 
ES 
BAK GARDNING. 

Me an the gory av eet that beestli insultin musstard and cres itt 
diddent taist badd butt wos extri gritti. Bil shia brick att the 
gurl nex dore. Itt didd not it eran av broke a winder, 


(nex weak beanse.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


we Comerpondrnts wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should incloxe a stam is envelope la rge enough tocontain the 


contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Greatly to your ercdit, CARDEN, You have grounds Pa all your 
pride; There isnot the slightest reason Why you should your talent 
hide, Very fair, indecd, BEGINNER ; You'll become a crack in time. 
Sumewhat vague, perhaps, A READER; That waa owing to the 
rhyme, Not for years, A NEW SUBSCRIBER ; Many thanks for 
Wenaant note; We'll convey the kindly wishes Which you send to 
SLOPER'R “ pote.” That's the difficulty, JARGON. Sorry that we 
can't, 8.3. Write and ask permission, JANET ; That wwe think's 
the only way. Hardly likely, A, MW. BRICKLAND. Our opinion, 
too, Devout ; It ts dijhowlt tu fathom What the buther's all about. 
—~—— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Cireulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
cacepted, post free: 
3 Months,- 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or 2.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEl, 
“Tne SLOPERIES,” 99 Suok LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Looksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE La BANQUE. 


— el 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty cxrcepted), wha shall ae to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of * AULY SLOPER's HALF- 
Howmway" be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HaLr-Houipay” ts published throughout, the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance laste one aeek from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
—_-——— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~— 
Frivolity Theatre, First Night. 
Town Cousin, Have a good look round, This is what we call a 
paper house. 
Country Cousin, You don't say so! Well—well, I could have 
sworn it was made of bricks and mortar. 
*¢ 


* 
Old Travciler. What is it that strikes your attention most 
particularly when crossing the Channel ? 
Youthful Ditte, The singular inattention of the steward. 


s 2 
* 


AN Alexander still we've got 
As in the gallant days of yore, 
Who, having conquered worlds, is not 
Content, but longs to conquer more, 
Yot there's a difference, withal, 
"Twixt knight of old and modern fame : 
The worlds are worlds theatrical, 
Aud George is Alexander's nance! 


* 
Mrs. Scribler (after the departure of Inkly). Very nice young 
fellow, that. What is his profession? 
Mr. Scribler. Oh, he's a journalist. 
‘Wre. Scribler. A journalist? Surely not! Why, his linen was 
quite new, and he hardly drank anything atall. 


Richman ( patronisingly). Well—well, it is hard, of course ; but 


you must remember that poverty is not a crime. 
Porman (bitterly). No, It would pay better if it were. 


 _— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 578,—The “Vesta” Costume 


New hat for thirsty weather, 
invented by A. SLOPER. Pateut 
applied for. 


“Are you going to the Derby this year?" “ion't know, old man, Am under 
doctor's orters, don’t you kuow.” “That's all right. So is Epsom. Epsom 


saltg, don't you kuow.” 


THE WRITING ON THE WALL. 


aay 


He's rather weak in his knees, but 
he's strong in his sneeze. 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 58.—Andom. 
(And ‘em.) 


Saturday, May 25, 1605, 


First Townsman, What's up at the station? 
Second Tvrensman, Oh, great excitement. Miss Hosetight, the 
re bares apts a panened to lose bed trunks, ae 
trast Townsman, Goodness ! Suppose she don't get * Die 
she won't be able to appear, [ pits cde ae ee tormel, 
Second Jownaman, Oh, yes. It's only her luggage in the trunks - 
all her stage custumes she had with her in a reticule, a 


s 
We'RE not often taken like this, you know, but we really cannot 
resist the temptation to ask you this one: How is it that the 
detective works hardest when he's doing nothing? You give it 
up, of course? Well, don't you ser, because he's always busiest 
when he’s a-resting (arresting). Twig? Here, be careful with tht 
brick? se . 

s 


W11H long green branches up above, 
The poet «nt and sang with glee : 

“ Beyond all earthly things I love 
The trysting tree, the trysting tree!” 


Then came upon the bardic brow 
A hideous sting from hideous bee ; 

And the bee remarked, * How like you xow 
The try-sting tree, the try-sting tree?" 


Rluater, So that was your wife with you the other day, eh? 
She's a very striking woman. : 

Meekleigh (sadly). Yes, wy boy, I found that out the very tir-t 
quarrel we had. ee 

* 

Landlord (of an Irish Tlotel), Sure, and if ye don't pay up, ye 
shall not stay here another hour at all, at all. Viet 

Impecunious Guest, Well, I'm sorry to say that I can’t pay, so 
I'd better get my bag and clear out. : 

Landivrd, No, ye don't, be jabers !—ye don't move out of this 
until ye settle yer account, ye mune spal pane, 


* 
Mra. Nagly (with much indignation), My experience of marricit 
men is that they are either fools or knaves, 
Mr, Nagly (xpeaking as one having experience). Well, yes, nat ur. 
ally they must be one orthe other, or they would not be married men, 


4 et I just took Querk to see a lovely statuc of the Venus 
le Milo. 
Snapuer, What did he think of it? 

Snipper. He did not seem to appreciate it—looked at it froma 
business point of view, you know. 

Snapper. What is Querk ? 


Snipper. Wholesale glover. ¢ 
s 


“TirERe'’s an hair about him I don't like,” as Mrs. Seatterosts 
remarked as she spotted the golden thread which the auriferou:- 
haired barmaid of the Bpotted Cow had shed upon the coat-sleeve 
of the tuo amorous Mr. 8. oe 
s 


an ey 1 wonder why it is that doctors always put a red Iainp 
over their doors? 

norecm, H'm, s'pose it’s meant as a sort of warntng of the 
dauger of having anything to de with ‘em, 


s 
TuF cushions to her lithe limbs vield, 
And in them nestling, half-concealed, 
The high-born maiden lies at ense, 
And reads—her wearied soul to please— 
A gor 8 gilt-edged novel. 
But to that rich patrician miss 
Her reading brings not half the bliss 
Which Joe, the oftice-boy, can get 
From blood-and-th under novelette 
In squalid Shoreditch hovel! 


* 

Magistrate. 1 am astonished at such ingratitude. The gentle. 
man has just given you a shilling, and yot the moment his bach is 
turned you pick his pocket. 

Prisoner, \t wornt ingratitude, your wushup, it was my perfes- 
sional hinstinct. *° 


“On, no,” said Mr. Schnorer, “Z'm never troubled with 
insomnia, Thank goodness, nothing ever keeps me awake; | 
sleep like a top.” “Yes, like a humming-top,” put in his good 
lady, tartly, and once again the conversation languished. 


s 
Great Actress, 1 had such a sweet, delightful dream last night. 
do you know, dear! 
Friend, \ndeed ! 
Great Actress, Yes, 1 dreamt I was really getting the salary the 
newspapers credit we with, es 
s 


Firat Man. 1 cannot help thinking that sport is responsible for 
a vast amount of falsehood. 

Sceond Man. Not anything like so much as the want of sport. 
It’s only when a man hasn't had any that there's a real necessity 
for lying hard. ee 

= 


WanryixG TO PHOTOGRAPHERS (AMATEUR AND OTHERWISE). 
—ALLY SLOPER hereby begs to caution all those of his readers 
who may be pursuing the gentle art of photography to be cautious 
how they offer to “take” an unmarried woman, and eapecially ou: 
of a certain, or rather uncertain, age. A friend of his has just 
become involved in a breach of promise case in consequence of his 
looseness of expression, and he'll either have to “take ” her for lie 
or else sell his camera to pay the damages. 

s 


Te, Well, no, you can hardly call Miss Topweight a beauty, but 
she's a girl that always manages to Icave a good impression. 
She (apitefully). Yes, 1 should fancy. so—in the mud. 


2 
THEY rode ona bicycle built for two 
Ere the long sweet honeymoon ended ; 
But something gave way with a loud whir-oo, 
As down a stcep hill they wended. 


The accident sent him an hedgerow through, 
And into the roadway spilled her: 

For. alas! that bicycle built for two 
Had been built by a jerry-builder! 


Jingles. What sort of a fellow ix that chap Brusker? | 
Jagglea, Oh, s regular cad—tells you just what he thinks of yo". 
* 


Tlostcas (just before the arrival of first guest). Has the cheese 
monger sens the Stilton I ordered, Norah? , 

Norah (a new servant). Yes, marm ; but sure and it was quite 
rotten, and smelt that bad, that Oi made him take it back agin. 


Jones, What were you all laughing at just now? 

Smith, Why, Punchard made some humorous remark about "my 
nose, ’ 
oe Humorous? [ should call it impudence — infernal ine 
prudence, 

Smith, So should I, if he had been a smaller man, 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
The Mysteries of the city: 
LIVES OF THE BUSY BEE AND THE IDLE DRONE. 
Appearing Weekly in 


LARK S! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY: 


Or, 


Ni 
th 
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pi 


Saturday, May 25, 1895.] 


TOOTSIE ON THE DON AND THE 
CORPORAL. 


—s— 


“THE one continued chain of thought which pervades the whole 
of ‘Don Quixote,” says Teignmouth Shore, “is the striking con. 
trast between the 
prosaic and poetic— 
the heroic and 
matter-of-fact as. 
pect of life. The 
great lesson which 
seems to me to under. 
lie this at once most 
melancholy and most 
brilliant of human 
compositions is, that 
true heroism = and 
chivalry do not con- 
sist in the pursuit of 
some exceptional 
mode of  condunet 
which happens to be 
vulgarly considered 
in itself heroic or 
chivalrous, We have 
here portrayed, with 
4 gurprising power 
@ and inimitable wit 
“Z wman of a noble and 
generous nature, 
going in quest of 
those adventures 
which a misguiding 
and corrupting lite- 
rature had repre- 
sented as alone 
affording opportunities for the display of heroic qualities ; and 
with all his earnestness and chivalry, the Knight turns out a 
laughing stock for the world,” 

No wonder Henry Irving. years on years ago, longed to play Don 
Quixote, and got poor Wills to make a play out of the famous 
hook. But it is a tough subject to dramatise, and if so gifted a 
writer as Wills could not infuse sufficient poetry into the character 
of the demented Don 1 don’t think anybody else could have done. 
Thomas Durfey wrote three versions, or editions as they would be 
called now, of The Comical History of Don Quizote, One was 
described as “The thitd part, with the marriage of Mary the 
Buxome,” and the whole three were severely censured by Jeremy 
Collier on account of their immorality. There were other Don 
Yuirotes also, but all are comic pieces, and there have also been 
one or two pantomimes founded on the same subject. Evidently, 
until the idea occurred to Mr, Irving of blending pathos with farce 
in depicting the character, the Don was only supposed capable of 
being treated from a completely comic point of view ; indeed, he 
had always been a kind of “knock-about.” 

In the Lyceum Quixcte Mr. Irving introduces many happy and 
deliente touches suggestive of the inborn noble chivalry of the 
poor half-witted gentleman, and in the comic passages he is also 
ndmirable. He is very well supported, too, by a well-chosen 
companys, y 
Mr. Johnson, 
who is Sancho 


Wey dD me i Wid 
Don Quisoie: TENRY TRVING, 


Archer, Miss 
Milton, Miss De 
Silva, and 
others, There 
is a dance of 
muleteers, 
another of pea- 
sunts and coun- 
try girls, and 
both of these 
were particu- 
larly bright and 
elfvetive, 

Another im. 
penne of 
Mr. Irving's 
which you. Lum 
sure, from all 
you must have 
ward nbout it, 
ure looking for- 
ward to eagerly, 
is that of Cor. “ 
ia Gregory 

trewster in sl 

Nory of Water. 
doo.” Kor this 
Marvellous crea. 
tien it is ime 
possible to find too high praise. Every lover of the stage should 
see Mr. Irving play the Corporal—the dear old boy, who evidently 
could have won two Waterloos quite easily without the help of any 
of vour Wellingtons, : 

We cannot have what we want in this world, and with respect 
to theatrical matters everything seems to me to be cut and dried 
years ahead: but 1 do wish Mr. Irving would give us some more 
short plays or selections from plays. There ix Jingle we should all 
Iike to see, and Jeremy Diddler and Bill Sikes. This, however, I 
suppose, is impossible, and 1 am now looking forward to the Lyons 
Mal and The Bella, 

Moe: to Bill Sikes, now, [ wonder whether, in his heart of hearts, 
Mr, Irving would not revel ina reproduction of that character in 
Which he was so great years age at the old Queen's Theatre, in 
Long Acre, Charles Dickens himmelf madea great hit in that char- 
2 acter at the 

reader's desk, 
and without 
aid of make- 
up or sce- 
nery ke;t the 
audience epell- 
bound. When 
Henry Irving 
perce Bill, 
tis old friend, 
Johnny Toole, 
was the Artful 
Dodger—a 
wonderful im- 
personation, 
that those who 
auw it will 
never forget. 
Johnny, Lam 
happy to hear, 
is steadily re- 
gaining his 
good health, 
and will, I 
trust, soon be 
back . aguin 
among his 
friends, Mean- 
Rutland Barri : ' ‘ while, Mr. 
thea ge s urrington is successfully filling his place at the little 
titre in King William Street, where my friend, George Gros- 


the also gives a delightful show at the piano after the principal 


Two ol the Peasanta, 


Country Girl, Sancho Tunza: Mn. JOUNSON, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


Sorer's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
re wt - — Sa in -— of sid Complaint, Indiges- 

jon, all Stomachic ections, tiiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Biotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


AN INVALUABLE FAMILY MEDICINE. 


ee 


6 South Molton Street, London, W., 
February 27th, 1895. 


Messrs. GURDEN & CO. 


GENTLEMEN, — Allow me to add my 


testimony to your already numerous collection. 
Ican conscientiously affirm that SLoPER’s PILLs 
have been far more beneficial to me than any 
others I have ever taken, and as a Family Medi- 
cine I consider tnem invaluable. You are at 
liberty to make whatever use you like of this 
communication. Yours very truly, 
ALFD. W. PERRY. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND 932 IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CO.,, 


$8 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE LATE GORDON FRASER. 


Ir our readers would s us the weekly pain of recurring to 
this sad subject, they will respond liberally nnd quickly to our 
appeal. For xeveral weeks now we have made known our endeavour 
in these columns, to raise a small fund by the sale of poor Fraser's 
drawings, in order to extricate the berenved wife and children 
from the almost penniless condition in which they have unfortu- 
nately been left. We are only asking ten shillings each for the 
sketches, a merely nominal sum, of course, but it would be false 
delicacy to say that every drawing sold will not bea positive God- 
send to Mrs. Fraser in this her hour of need. Remember that, 
though we offer you many times the value of your money, we are 
asking you to give in the name of charity, and shall fully appreciate 
the kindly feeling which prompts the gift. Fraser's humour, alas ! 
we shall know no more, but it ia, at least, something to fe:! that 
we have mementos which can so forcibly remind us of “The 
touch of the vanished hand.” 


A NUTSHELL NOVELETTE. 
CuHapTer I, 

“AXD why, dear Samuel,” asked the happy girl, who only five 
minutes ago had brought the tardy, but, as subsequent events had 
shown, better-late-than-never, swain to his knees, “why do you 
insist upon our marriage taking place the week after next?” 

Samuel dropped his voice a note below the octave to give the 
errs amount of pathos to his reason, and replied : 

“ Because, dearest-of all that is dear to me in the wide world— 
because life, e’en though we are but young, is all too short for such 
n love as ours, Because you are mine now—you have sworn so, 
and sealed the compact with a kiss which I hold sacred ; therefore, 
the sooner we begin to live absolutely for one another, the longer 
will be the great joy of our lives, So, tu-morrow week.” 


Cuarter II, 

THE precise nature of the leading event in this chapter, it would 
be common misdemennour to intlict upon you, SLOPER, with all 
his frults, will not descend to bombarding his readers with the old, 
old chestnut-blossoms, Conjure up your own visions of lace-veils, 
white satin rosettes, the air full of rice und old slippers, etc.—and 
ass on. 


Cuarter III, 


THREE years have elapsed. 

“Well, 1 say the meat isn't done,” yells Samuel, “and you can 
ray what you like. And everything's on the same principle in this 
house, for sheer want of proper management. If you, for want of 
home training, can't do it, for heaven's sake, let's have a proper 
housekeeper who can ; my blessed life’s not worth Heine: Vhat/ 
You'll go and consult a solicitor and get a separation? | By Jingo! 
if you only sill, FL pay your cab-fare! Cruelty?) Bosh! I'm 
too considerate to you—that's the trouble, It ¢s the fact of my 
always studying you, and P one every fad and petty fancy thats 
developed your innate and general cusseduess, I little dreamt 
that you were so rery hot—Colman's is a fair old baldheaded baby 
to you! You vixen—you vindictive woman—you female Cotlee- 
Cooler! Very well, go to your father, only don’t with your 
invariable malevolence, take the key of the beer-cellar with you— 
wut that tenpot down, Jane Emma, put it down—say what you 
like, but—(erash), Great Lipton, my eye's out? Hi— 
murder——”" 

Finis, 


ALTOGETHER DIFFERENT. 


It isa curious thing that the wife who is so clever in detecting 
the golden hair on her hubby's shoulder, sometimes forgets that 
it’s not necessary for the mistress of a suburban villa to be kissed 
three times running by her first cousin on the score of close 
relationship, 


we A) 
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A CLIMB DOWN. 


= 
I would do it. Persuasiona, entreaties, threats, jeers, and all 
manner of evil prophesies availed nothing to turn ‘me from my 
purpose, and, in _re- : 
Viewing the situation, ‘ 
I am bound in com. 
mon fairness to admit 
that I had ont7 myself 
to thank for the con- 


ao. y 
Sut ambition is a 

quality that it is not 
easy to bottle down, 
and I was literally — 
bubbling over with 


it. It lay in the 5 \ 
direction of literary NSE NN) 
WV 


. 
ANY 


fame, tuough my A HENNY ag \ 9 
rate ure ber AL, ; yw eS 
very fair way of busi- eae 
hess as 8 provision —_-: A 
dealer, had set his : Ian 
heart upon me suc- P no 
ceeding him in the 
management of the 
shop. 

But 1 scorned the 
base idea—1, who was 
rendy and eager to 
burst upon a wonder. 
ing world, to show 
the great public that 
another heaven-sent 
genius was among 
them, serve out 
pounds of butter and streaky bacon !—perish the ignoble thought ! 

My father was simply furious with me, of course. He temporisea 
at first though, and even had the audacity to suggest that 1 shoula 
devote my literary ability to singing the praises of his “leading 
line” in cheeses, but when he saw that my mind was made up he 

me disgracefully violent, called me an idle, conceited, imperti- 
nent young jackass, and bade me go to the devil. 1 didn't go w 
the devil, but I went to London, which some people will tell you i» 
very much the same thing. The apartments I was able to afford 
were anything but luxurious, as a matter of fact I had to be con- 
tent with a meanly-furnished attic ; but, then, most geniuses had 
commenced in this humble way. As I atemy humble supper on the 
evening of my arrival pleasing visions of a costly flat rose before 
my eyes, with crowds of editors beseeching to be honoured with 
my contributions, 1 svon set to work, and in a very short space 
of time I had despatched a score or more glorious products of my 
brain, and sat down 
with the calm assur- 
ance of genius to 
await the golden 
harvest I fully ex- 
pected to reap. 

But, to my aston- 
ishment, I found 
the editors I had 
favoured were not 
taking any. It was 
a case of “cast your 
manuscript upon tie 
waters afd they 
shall return to you 
after many days.” 

1 was jar ar 
but not disma: I 
went to work r 
than ever, and 
burned the mid- 
night oil, or rather 
the midnight “com- 
posite,” until even 
my gigantic brain 
grew weary ; but it 
was all no use, I 
coman't get a single 
thing accepted, the 
whole editorial 
clique seemed to 
give me the cold 
shoulder, acowardly 
resolve in which they persisted through six long, weary months. 
Then I made up my mind to tackle them in person, but I met with 
no better success as most of them refused to see me, 

Of course I had never bargained for these continual rebuffs, and 
my money went at last, and my wardrobe very soon followed. 
Cold, hungry and disheartened I wandered out one merning and 
expend my last remaining coppers on bread and cheeze and beer, 
debating whether to throw myself over Westminster Bridge or on 
the mercy of my father. Somehow or other I found myself in 
conversation with 2 prosperous-looking individual who was stand- 
ing at the bar, and telling him all my hopes, ambitions and dis- 
nppointments, Picture my delight, my astonishment, when he 
suid: “Oh, been badly treated, eh? case of bg peer genius ; 
here's my card, send me a few little things, and I'll see what I can 
do for you.” 1. didn’t like to ask him what he edited, but rushed 
home, borrowed three stamps, and posted off a varied selection of 
my ill-used manuscripts. 

A week later the post brought me a newspaper just as I finished 
breakfast. 1 tore it open eagerly, part of it was marked with blue 
pencil, and then, oh joy, in large type and giant headlines I beheld 
one of my little stories, 
n sweetly pathetic 
thing about the death /” 
of acrippled child, that 
I had always consid. ,” 
ered my masterpiece ; 
its beautiful paikos 
had, doubtless, led to 
its being first. selected, 
I commenced to read 
it, not a line had been 
altered. I almost 
reached the end when 
—Eh? What the— 
what the devil was 
this? lt had been 
tampered with, spoilt, 
ruined, Oh! it was 
monstrous, The child 
didn’t die at all, but 
was cured for life at 
the last moment by 
Squecchem's Priceless 
Syrup. 

For some time my 
indignation was terri- 
ble that my genius 
should be thus prosti- 
tuted, but it calmed 
down when the day 
following I received a 
very handsome cheque, 
and almost vanished when two other adapted contributionsappeared 
and I got an order to supply similar ones at the same well-paid rate, 

After this I pocketed my pride and stuck to this line of business, 
siuce when I have been doing very well indeed, 


Read my MS. with a sneer, 


A newspaper marked with blue pencil. 
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‘ : a2y bare tot Tom and Dict, 

~ Harry. Hany 

The Dreamy Poet. What a splendid head Signor Crumpet has. 1 “Well, old it find it s0 difficult to keep will have to be ried 

joe tbe save tog does, age peck reason Leia can't get think I shall write some verses on it. nose above weter Tm afraid {t's because you have hu Extract Leia ; 
Pee Paiprvenper by yd : Matter-of-fect Girl. Well, there's plenty of room. often above whisky. from Letter 


@e° Afiss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from thos DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—ALFRED DRURY, Esq. 
of her friends whose portraits have nut yet been tnserted. 1 Ss P 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


actors Sink 
soon back ance, 
they stood said he, 
the Eminent, tapping Al 
would but 
How so?” “It isa long Jack, so let us ad to the refreshment-room,and the trick,and he accompanied me. What was the result? We. had 
1 will relate it ; and you, old shall do the ° They adjourned. “It is Drury's studio five minutes when I-discovered Iky attem to ‘The 
now,” said A. SLOPER, after —— ea ordering another of the waiter, Lesson.’ —(5) ‘Wretch!' cried J, and in a moment his in , and 
with the remark, “This gentleman —It is now twelve long months ago that pir peenprtcerd rilpere ante pn To surprise Drary coolly for 
1 formed the idea'of interviewing Ali Drury, whose works—'The Triamph of id not think him vindlotive—"Mr.BuOF'ER, would you mind dotng that over au 
Silence,’ ‘The First Lesson,’ ‘E' Prayers, ‘Echo, and particularly ‘Circe'— for a moment?’ ‘Certainly, if. ou wish it,’ said 1, and gave Iky itto repeato, and 
Ae ee are overs, bot aly 18 painter of a deen ne bad pet ee, c0 70g eee ee, wen tive Prey ek tar mm ed wash, pee satan of may next yest? 
° are am la a BO mean | : sent for me, wan my 
a wet —The Dook Snook. iy Shepherdess '—Mrsa, Sloper was my model, 2) Yourhumble servant Academy work,’ said he, and showed me the * of lenac.’ ‘I am indebted to 
s as ‘A. Shepherd’—both of which have been in little as chimney Mr. Moses,’ said he, ‘for the conception, It occurred to me while you bad 
“ With every grace imbued. —Lord Bob. ornaments.—(8) My ‘Mary and her Little Lamb,’ and my——(4) ‘Saint Cromwell,’ head in chancery.’ Waiter | Sir John wishes these veplentahed.” But Sir 
“A paragon of loveliness.” —The Hun, Billy. which T was commalasioned by Lord Rosebery to execute, and which he alluded toat John wasn't having any, and the Eminent was scan in pavement outside. 


McNAB DRINKING AGAIN. 
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1) “Cum oot o' that, ye drunken reprobit, thst's © mean way a’ gettin’ oot o' payin’ yer debts,” (2) “ Yim, yam, yah 1-* roared the inebriated Elder. “Am an angel at sast, foatin’ through space real yanle." 
” roared McParritch. 4.B.—It ts feared by many that diciat ts pioend map aheckinghy to tntrnperance.—W2- “A. 8. HoH 
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by a host 
seriously The genial Toole will soon be out :—A 
od year :—Some aarages in licel: 
rawbacks, [ think you will adm 


RIVAL GENTILITY. 


“Why, father ain't done a stroke of work for three years.” 
“Garn! my father’s never done a stroke at all.” 


ORY WEATHER. 


Rill Soaker, Guv'nor, I'm abaht dry as a lime-kiln—opened 
the fy-paper season too early—spare us a peany, for the love o° 
Mr. Crustyman. All right, I'll just step round the corner and 


change a five-pound note, “You've been to the Academy I suppose, Captain Haversack?” “Oh, yes, when © You see I've come out in golfing costume.” “ Yass, old man. 
Bill Soater, Don't trouble, guv‘ner, I can give yer obange. was a cadet, you know.” Also iu spote,” 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~— 


Iv the new Buiget is not on the whole a particularly striking 
oue, it is at least remarkable for one clause, which should mect 
with the warm. 
est approval of 
Fleet Street, and 
particularly that 
of the men of 
the Lane of Shoe, 
We refer, of 
course, to the 
sixpence Sir 
William — Har- 
court has 
thoughtfully 
knocked off 
spirits, ‘This is 
n step in the 
right direction, 
oud is under. 
stood in politi- 
eal circles to be 
the Chancellor 
of the Ex- 
chequer's sop to 
the Eminent, on 
the latter con- 
senting to with- 
draw his Aboli- 
tion of Unsweet- 
ened Duty Bill. 
The time is not 
yet ripe for wip- 
ng off the spirit 
duty altogether, 
but A. SLoper means to do that in time, and the public muiy rest 
nesured that this present concession is solely due to the Ancient's 
powerful inthuence, ee 

s 


Ir is rumoured in musical circles that Sir Augustus Harris 
intends to give a grand “SLOPER Night” some time during the 
run of the opera season, The Eminent has long had a great work 
Iving in his desk, the only obstacle to its production hitherto being 
the difficulty of finding an dmpressario enterprising enough to give 
ita chanee, ra 

s 


THF contemptuons manner with which the members of the 
National Sporting Club discarded Corbett's offer to fight Jackson 
within the precinets of their building, will commend itself to all 
rizht-thinking Knglishmen, Corbett's snobbishness when over 
here, and the discourteous manner in which he has spoken of this 
country since his return to America has made him far more 
enemies than friends, both in England and the United States, 

es 


s 

A FATR contemporary inclines to the opinion that never at any 
period during the present century have cur women folks been so 
sensibly and tastefully 
dressed as nt present. 
This is rather a large 
order, of course, and 
not everybody will be 
inclined to agree with 
the writer as regards 
the “sensibly,” but 
when one comes to cons 
trast the preseut 
fashions with the hide- 
ous designs adopted nt 
many periods of the 
century, one must admit 
thot 1895 is a very long 
way ahead, . 


La 

REFERRING to a re- 
cent piragraph in the 
“Haute ’Us,” in which 
we alluded to the imas- 
siveness of Bill Hol- 
land's moustache, Our- 
Own - Special - Billiam, 
writing from the Winter 
Gardens, Blackpool, 
geutly corrects us, He 
says, “TD will send you 
a photograph of myself, 
Ido not look now the 
same William Holland 
that was so well known when in London. The monstache has 
gone, and Tam now a second edition of F.C, Burnand.” Dear old 
Billiam, Gawd bless him ! *\* 


EvEN the most inveterate of grumblers will not be able this 
year to dilate upon the treachery of the month of May. Instead 
of unlimited bad weather we have been treated to a stretch of 
unbroken sunshine which has even startled our Meteorological 
professors. The consequence is that the choicest of vegetables 
even asparagus, are attainable by even the poorest among us. it 
the present settled weather continues throughout the summer 
months the only difficulty our market gardeners will find with 
their fruit crop will be how to get rid of it 

s 


Tne Surrey County Cricketers received a nasty smack in the 
face from the hands of Leicestershire. They improved upon their 
wevious form, ‘tis true, in their match against Geox. They will 
ive, though, to do a considerable lot better, if they wish to 
retain the County championship. If A. SLOPER were included in 
the team something like enthusinsm might be introduced into it. 


s 

Tur author of Vanity Fair, which is now delighting all those 
whu tind their way to the Court Theatre, calls his phy a “carica- 
ure”; the ordinary 

play-goer would be 
more inclined to 
dub it 9 very supe- 
rior three-act farce. 
Mr. G. W. Godfrey 


~ 


FH has, ind given 
ati us an excellent bit 
3 of work; his hu- 


mour is not of the 
rough and tumble 
order, and one wel- 
comes his delightful 
satire and = smart 
sayings all the more 
that they come after 
rather a surfeit of 
coarser humour. 
The Court, unfortu- 
nately, is rather out 
of theatredom, but 
Vanity Fair should 
not be missed on 
that account, it isa 
piece that will well 
ee repay you for an 
trouble you may be put to in seeing it. That it is ably interpreted, 
the mention of such names as Mrs. John Wood, Mr, Charles 
Sugden and Arthur Cecil is sufticient guarantee, 


[_ a 


3 


es 


ALLY SLOPER’S. HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE Canterbury management are at present giving ore en 
lowing into thei: 


market value for the money which is at present 
exchequer, Miss Janette Des- 
borough, wno nas only recently 
been engaged at this hall, is a host 
in herself, and ber marvellous 
exploits in mid-air almost deprives 
the average music-hallist of what 
little breath this bromwmg weather 
has left hin. Pay a visit to the 
Canteroury by all means, and at 
the earlicst opportunity. 


s 

TuE Blear-Eyed Bagman has 
this day been pleased to confer 
the © Award of alert” wpos ALICE 
K. Ratcuirr, because she knows 
what a Commercial’s dinner should 
be. “Good on yer, feyther,” bleated 
the Cerulean-Orbed, “ You're quite 
right about the grub, you are ; the 
Duchess o’ Kent market dinner 
alone is enough to make a hepicure 
weep for very joy. The memory of 
the blow out I’ad there the last 
time I was at Dover lingers with 
me still.” Ilis offspring’s glut- 
tony disgusted the Aged, but he 
contented himself with scornfully 
dismissing him with the business 
end of his Waulkemphasts, 


= 
THE following items of “Fashion- 
able Intelligence" were inadver- 
tently omitted from the Morning Post :—Mr. Iky Moses. has 
concluded a short visit to Castle Holloway.—The Sherit!’s Officer 
left Mildew Court, after a brief stay, and Aunt Gceser arrived to 
occupy the just-vacated spare room, 


* 

IT is quite true that Larke! is still going up. Like its feathered 
namesakes, our champion comic's ambition is to sonr, and it’s been 
doing that from the moment it first dazzled the public vye with its 
brilliancy. Oh! it’s a corker and no mistake is Larks! 


a 
THE Inner Temple Benchers have decided not to hold their 
annual Chrysanthemum Show this autumn, and great is the dis- 
Appointment caused by their decision, A, SLOPER, Public Rene- 
factor that he is, is thinking of getting up a Marigold Show in the 
grounds of Mildew Court, as some sort of compensation. It 
ought to be a smart function, a 


s 

Our tady readers will be interested, as weil as pleased to learn, 
that the matrimonial market still continues ina flourishing con- 
dition, According to 
statistics, the marriage 
rate during the last 
thirteen or fourteen 
weeks has been more 


satisfactory than was 
anticipated would be 
the case, is will, 


perhaps, shut the 
mouths of those indi- 
viduals who are con- 
tinually advancing the 
revailing depression 
n trade generally, ns 2 
good reason for stag- 
nancy in the marriage 
market. °° 


WOULD youlearn the 
name of a tuneful and 
delightful waltz, a 
waltz whose enticing 
melody would make a 
blind cripple. throw 
away his crutches and 
tread the “ light fantas- 
tic”? Of course you 
would, and it is none 
other than that com- 
vosed by Mr. Cecil 

‘remayne, F.0.8., and 
Fie dedicated_ to 
the Eminent. Mr. 
Yremayne calls his composition the J/ul/-Z[oliday Waltz, and 
we can't help feeling flattered, you know. The published price is 
four shillings, but copies may be obtained direct from the compoxer, 
Mr. Cecil Tremayne, 52 Cassland Load, Victoria Park, post free for 
oue shilling. *\° 


THE Indian jugglers, who recently appeared before the Queen at 
Cimiez. have arrived in London. They hold a certiticate from the 
Munshi Abdul Karim, which states, “Her Majesty the Queen 
Victoria, Empress of India, the Princesses and her grand-children 
were much pleased with your performances at Villa Liserb this 
morning.” It is through the efforts of the Munshi Abdul Karim 
that these Royal jugglers have been engaged for the Empire of 
India Exhibition, where they will give free performances, daily, of 
their wonderful feats throughout the season. 

es 
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IN Spring the mind of youth turns gently to thoughts of bird's- 
nesting. At least, it has done so hitherto, But nowa cruel County 
Council has put its foot down 
in a very emphatic manner, 
and bird’s-nesting must be 
looked upon in future as a 
forbidden eport. The youths 
of suburban districts are at 
present gnashing their teeth 
and vowing vengeance. The 
County Council will, there- 
fore, be well udvised in tak- 
ing measures for their own 
protection, *,° 


THE Westminster Aqm- 
rium Management not onl 
searches the world for novel- 
ties, but it uses excellent 
judgment in selecting such 
only as are highly interesting 
aid: attractive. The latest is 
an elaborate representation 
of the Decapitation of the 
Doge of Venice, represented. 
by some hundreds of life-size 
figures in costumes of the 
period, The church, priests 
and people, and the mode of 
execution are visible por- 
trayed, and form a striking 
realistic representation, occu- 
pying the whole of the St, 
Stephen's Great, Hall. 


Gentleman Joe is going like wildfire at the Prince of Wales's, 
A lot of pleasing additions and new business have been introduced, 
and the great and only Arthur has worked his always capital part 
up into a creation worthy of himself, And what more would you! 


[Saturday, May 25, 1905, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FoR THK WEEK ENDING JUNE Ist, 1595, 
—~—— 


26th May, 1840.—The Soho Theatre (now t 

this day opened by Miss Fanny Kelly, he Royalty) y., 
27th May, 1888.—A French newspaper of thi 

“A young woman, living at the Place de la Nae en 

ndopted 9 novel mode of putting an end to ner aays, She are 

her smal! bedroom with tlowers, and when her mother silat 

call her in tne morning she found her dead.” Sule 


28th May, 1681.—The “Sweet Singers” this d 
the printed Mole at the Canongate Tolbooth, and all ween 
thoughts, words, aud actions, and burnt all story-books mere 
aud romances, y aus, 


29th May, 1863.—Under this date Chambers qu 
of a silent Ten wh, riding over a bridge, turned bows and cc'’ 
his servant if he liked egg«; to which the servant answered." \." 
whereupon nothing more passed till next year, when, ridin: ee 
the same bridge, he turned about to his servant once more and sai, 
“How?” To which the instant answer was “Poached, sir.” 


30th May. 1836.—Under this date Raikes chronicles ¢j 
death of the Duke of Gordon, nged 66. “ In early life he had lived 
hard, as was the fashion in that day. He was a friend yi 
George LV. in his youth, at a time when the Duchess, his noth i 
was the leader of the tux in London, and by her broad jokes and 
Scotch accent a great promoter of conviviality.” . 


Sist May, 1761.—Doctor Johnson this day vi . 

Goldanlih ee his lodgings 3 No. © Wine Ofes Cone ea 
opposite the Cheshire Cheese,iwhere tradition says they frequently 
supped together. ’ 


1st June. 1800.—A shocking accident occurred this day on 
the Chantilly line. A passenger who was on the ta périale of one 
of the second-class carriages of a train which was carrying lars. 
contingents of Purisinns to the races suddenly stood ‘up in jis 
place. His head, which came outside the shelter of the impériai, 
struck against a bridge while the train was going at full specd, and 
the Juckless traveller was thrown on the railway line, 


———_e————— 


THE UPS AND DOWNS, OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 
No 14—How NELLIE HIKIK8 WAS ALLEGED TO BE Goryc 
ON STRIKE, 
THE master of the “ Friv.” was wrapped 
In rage and gloom : he roared, he snapped, 
Like Bashan bull or Yorkshire isha. 
For he had heard, with frantic fright, 
That the brightest of his “stars” ¥o bright— 
The glorious Nell—on Saturn’s night 
Would from her place of business strike | 


The gallery gamins heard, as well, 
That news, And, witha loud chi-yike 
OF indignation fierce and fell, 
They swore that they woud hurl pell-mell 
The “ Friv.” to earth, it slurious Nell 
Should from her place of business strike! 


To SLOPEn's ears the rumour fled, 
And up to Nellie’s room he sped, 
And murmured, bellowing baby-like: 
“Oh, tell me if this tale be true. 
Yor the horrid fact will quite taboo 
The fame of SLOPER's Tribe, if you 
Do from sour place of business strike!” 


But gallery boys, and “ Friv.” lessee, 
And SLOPER, soon were filled with glee, 
When from the girl the Wreck found out 
How the fale report had got about. 


It proved that Nell desired to spend 
The following Sabbath with a friend 
In a Sussex vale called Ponder'’s Dyke. 
And, since she'd lately bought a gay 
New tricycle, she'd been heard to suv 
That, when work was done on Saturday, 
She would from her place of business TRIKE! 


we 


EDITORIAL JOYS. 

Ir there’s one thing more than another that makes an editor's 
life a joyous and a glorious one it’s to have a considerate and eveu 
kindly proprietor, such, for instance, as old Mr, Galliforme, of the 
Bishops Stortford Advance Banner and Saffron Walden War. 
hawk. Ashe entered the hot and somewhat stutly editorial otter 
the other afternoon, and poured himself out a beaker of three-+t: 
sarsaparilla that had been sent in for “review,” he remarked to lus 
editor-manager-head-reporter-assistant-machine-minder : 

“Hullo, Linah, you're not lookin’ up to the mark, Hope von 
ain’t been dissipatin’, because if you have I shall dock yer screw: 
no man that knocks about and geta giddy can do justice to Lis 
employer.” 

Linah groaned, rather wearily. : 

: “IT ain't been dissipating, guv'nor,” he said, “but 1 think yeu 
have. 

“ What do you mean?” F 

“Why, that paragraph you set up about old Warzel in ‘Wu 
Last Look Round" last Wednesday.” , 

“What about it ?—it was simply an announcement that his grey 
mare had foaled—and a fine young colt it is, too.” . 

“1 know, but you set it up yourself and got the vowels mixed: 
rou said the biggest /vol in the county was to be seen down: 

V urzels, and he's been here with the linch-pin out of a threshin:- 
machine and pounded me ‘arf into jelly. He got me semen 
jambed in against the rolling press, and—well, look here what he> 
done to my nose,” ; 1 

“Yes, yea, yes,” said Mr, Galliforme, pettishly, but with bie 
breath, “ but did he say he wouldn't take the paper any more. 

“No, I'm bound to say he didn’t.” « ; 

“ That's all right, then—now I can breathe again!" and he sat 
down to reel off three columns of long primer ona sample of bon 
manure, 


BOTH OF ONE MIND. sspeeeaty 

It was at the penny reading and clocutionary entertainme! 
and the beautiful young soprano just then on the platform (hres 
back her lovely head and in a medley of several keys warbled : 

“ Al love to heah the ser—-weet birds sing, 
Ai love to heah them sing—.” 

“So do I,” growled the crusty old gentleman in the “twepet! 
reverved's,” whose daughters had literally dragged him thats 
“because they go up into a tree and do it in au unostentiti's 
manner, and you can either listen to ‘em or let it alone, net je 
though they considered it necessary when they felt ou sonst) 
themselves out in book-muslin, hire a bloomin’ hall, and ed ie 
go and yell as though a four-headed crab had got ‘em by the Ds 
toe and wouldn't lousen, So do I!" 


ene 
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Every Wednesday. Twopence 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON. E.C. 


Saturday, May 25, 1695.) 
COME AGAIN TO “STAY.” 


“The magazines are now teeming with remarks as to the imminent revival 
M of tizht lacins.) 
“WASTE not and want 


SE — < G 
! Fs instar. im = eam < Srrinn quite a pet 
RCW Vm DF SIAL SF 7? But Fashion for that 
wey ~" 5 seldom shows 
much concern, 


“Want nota wee waist” 
once again she's 
displaying. 

By way of a Proverb 
attention to earn. 

Yea! lo! again Fashion 
doth capture the 
she-sex— 

Tinching them in till 
they're ready to 


snap ; 
And they think they're 
“fetching” still 

more tothe he-sex, 

At whom they, of 
course, (as of yore) 


ret the cap, 
Away from their noddles 
all common-sense 
chasing, 
They latterly even in- 
crease their tight. 
lacing! 
And while the fair creatures so sweet (and so silly) 
Are cutting themsel ves into halves, 80 to say ; 

Though Jackie still loveth his wasp-waisted Jillie 
The doctors well know ‘tis a fashion will pay. 

Lut though fell Disense doth rejoice o'er tight-lacers 
Securing both them and their offspring anon ; 

And though Satire doth oft deal the dear creatures “ facers " 
Their perilous pinching they still carry on. 

Fach woman indeed has a cast-iron casing 

‘Gainst any remarks on her mad-brained Tight Lacing ! 


—_——>—__. 


MY CHARMER. 
I was always a terribly susceptible Johnny—always. Beauty— 
emale beauty, that is—can “draw me with a single hair,” and the 
cr ofa filmy petticoat, the most fleeting lcarepebei an open work 
king will cause my heart to thump frantically ae vad under- 
and my whole frame to quiver with irrepressible excitement. 
as thus with me when entering the little country hotel where 
enjoying a trifling relaxation from the cares of business, tho 
wish of silken draperies caught my ear, and I obtained an all too 
prief vision of a ravishingly attired feminine figure just disappearing 
ound a bend in the stairs, A moment, and it was gone, and I was 
eft puzzling my brain with conjectures concerning m fellow. 
nest, for such the pile of luggage in the hall proclaimed her. 
That she was young and lovely I had no doubt, and this opinion 
ras strengthened the following 
orning, when, on the mat of the 
hamber of the fair unknown, I 
nught sight of the very daintiest 
ittl+ pair of Russian Jeather shoes 
ver seen outside a bootmaker's 
how case, I anxiously awaited 
iv charmer’s advent at the 
wtfee-room brenkfast. table, but 
he did not appear, and it was the 
ame oat lunch, though I had 
pent half the morning over my 
vilette with the idea of creating a 
ood impression, IF ventured to 
‘ntly probe the dignified old 
etd waiter, and learnt, to my 
isappointment, that “the young 
dy takes all ‘er meals in ‘er 
rivate sittin’-room,.” 
I was disheartened, but not 
raten, The ardour of the chase 
as aroused within my heart, and 
pe rest of the day I lay in wait 
rimy quarry, but the quarry came 
t. The next day J was equally unsuccessful, though I hung 
bout until the hotel people began to look askance at me. 
I had arranged to leave that day, but I was determined to make 
e acquintance of this mysterious divinity, and throwing my 
portant cnesnenene to the winds, ] once more returned to the 
rk out, stimulated by a momentary gleam of dainty lingerie 1 
tained as my divinity crossed the corridor. 
Three days did I waste thus before I resolved upon a despernte 
pedient, 1 would go straight to her sitting-room, throw open 
e door as if in inistake, and then, during my subsequent apology, t 
ould have time to drink in all the beauty of her form and face, 
Y perchance the foundation of intimate acquaintance, ripening 
who shall say what? With beating heart I stood upon the 
reshold, her voice within at last iving me the necessary 
mrage ; the next instant 1 had turned the handle and entered. 
Reader, take pity, and spare me a description. Picture to 
urself the dowdiest and ugliest fright you know; multiply it by 
n. and you have exactly the sort of creature my astounded gaze 
‘ountered, On subsequent reflection, [ quite understand her 
staste to being seen. All 1 did, then, was to turn and flee. 


ou 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No 37.—THe Tnhee BELLS GIRL. 
WHEN _ 1 was a board-school 


ve 

Scarce free from childhood's 
pale, 

"Twas every day my greatest joy 
To fetch my father's ale. 

For as a queen—a fairy queen— 
I humbly worshipped thee; 

And thy smiling face, diurnal 


ecen 
” Was boyhood's hea- 
ven to me! 


When that I came to 
man's estate 
(As to myself I said, 
Because upon my 
neck the weight 
Of fourteen years 
was laid), 
1 dared no beer or 
wine request. 
But still, thy smiles 
to see, 
every — evening 
bought the best 
Of cigarettes from 
thee! 


And now. when I—But stay! but stay ! 
1 would not do thee wrong: 

And some fond man who hears my lay, 
My eulogistic song, 

May (if too wide I wag my tongue) 
Perchance persuade himself . 
That thou—THE EVER FAIR AND YOUNG— 

Art drawing near “the shelf”! 


ne 


-ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 
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APOLLO. Bunper, Bombay, East Ixpies, A pril 27th, 1895. 
DEAR OLD Svopen,—Very many thanks for the honour you 
have conferred by bestowing upon me your “ Award of Merit,” 
which came to hand a few maile ago. Sorry I have not replied 
before, but sickness at home has prevented my doing so. 1 shall 
prize the same very much, having been nicknamed “ Bombay 
Sloper” for some years past (through having appeared ata fancy 
bail in the character of Ally Sloper). Have also been a regulir 
subscriber to your famous paper, and find it most amusing. The 
thermometer is now at 98°; punkah's going, so truat you will 
excuse a longer letter. Wishing you a glorious English summer, 
and every good health, believe me to remain yours faithfully, 
W. B. GReEs, 
es 
SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 32.—PERKYN COCATINA SLOPER, 

Born, 1663. Died of Gout, 1715. 

PERKYN CocATINA was little more than a nipper when hia 
father sv suddenly snuffed it, and he found himself in possession of 
the proud old title and what portion of the estates which had nut 
been dissipated by that licentious profligate, Villiers de Verdigris. 

But young as he was in years, = Cocatina was no sort of 
jay. er since the death of his mother he had been brought up 
under the care of a distant kinsman, who not being too oofy ha 
undertaken to look after the young heir for a certain yearly consid- 
eration paid him by Villiers de Verdigris. Perkyn Cocatina, how- 
ever, rightly came to the conclusion that now that his guardian 
was the next-of-kin it wasn’t a particularly safe proceeding to stay 
any longer than was absolutely necessary beneath his reof. The 
young baron was not unread in the family history, and he could 
not disguise from him«e!f that there were numerous instances on 
record where the guardians had not behaved well, to say the very 
least of it. The fact that his kinsman had several times been seen 
in the company of notorious desperadoes was a circumstance not 
calculated to allay the uneasiness of his ward, whose suspicions of 
contemplated foul play were confirmed when on hia hinting ata 
meee departure his guardian flew into a violent passion, cursed 
him for an ingrate, and bade him understand that he would not 
quit that roof until his majority. 

Perkyn Cocatina had no sort of inclination to wait for that. He 
saw that unless some speedy and decisive step was taken it was the 
grent majority that would clam hia attention. He was not 
essentially a vicious young fellow, and had none of that liking 
for spilling gore simply for the fun of the thing, which was su 
strong o trait in the characters of many of his more famous 
ancestors. He had no intention, however, of figuring as a victim 
when the history of his illustrious family came to be written, and 
the only convetiient way out of the difticulty he could think of was 
toserve guardian as he had no doubt his guardian contemplated 
serving him. 

It was a matter that called for some little delicacy of execution, 
but P ie fe Cocatina was quite equal to it. He arranged matters 
with such a careful eye to detail that his kinsman was found 
murdered one morning in his chamber, and a couple of retainers 
were subsequently hanged for the deed, without 1 shadow of sus- 
nicion falling upon the real perpetrator, whose confession was only 

iscovered long after his death, when all recollection of the crime 
had been bi in oblivion. 

The little incident just narrated is the only thing in the life of 
Perkyn Cocatina that callx for particular comment. Taking 
possession of his property the young noble settled down to the 
peaceful life of a steady, law-abiding subject, and endeavoured by 
many acts of self-denial and cconomy to relieve it from the burdens 
im on it by the recklessness of its furmer owner. He was 
twice married, and left a numerous progeny by both wives to 
wrangle over his ions, 

It was during the time of Perkyn Cocatina that a considerable 

rtion of the older part of the Castle was destroyed in the Grent 

ire of London, a loss which no subsequent inheritor of the estates 
ever endeavoured to restore. 

Perkyn Cocatina succumbed to gout, and it isa positive pleasure 
to the historian to be able to record that at least one Sloper died 
of something respectable. 

(20 be continued next week.) 
—— 


THE PARTING AT THE PIER. 
(On the pier, in the midst of the crowd, parting the parting of dcar 
friends."—Want Witirnan.) 
THEY did not kiss, though tear-drops ran 
Down cheeks all drawn and white, 
For British man yields not to man 
The sweeter sex's right. 
But he who ran might read a tale 
Of love (perchance more dear 
woman's love) ‘twixt male and male, 
In the parting at the pier. 


Swelled sweet the Psalmist’s song of pain 
O'er Jonathan and Saul; 

But, more than those, these parting twain 
To each were all-in-all. 

For these had parted ne'er before ; 
“God grant, my comrade dear, 

That soon our hands be clasped once more!" 
And they parted at the pier. 


And, if that great heart-oursting prayer 
Was heard by Goa in Heaven, 
Not in this world but otherwhere 
Must meet response be giver. 
For winds nnd waves rose fiercely high, 
And Death did the good ship steer ; 
And the friends had spoken their last good-bye 
In the parting at the pier! 


——_ 


THE MORNING’S REFLECTION. 

It was the Fourth after Easter, or Bushey Park—we mean 
Chestnut—Sunday, Attired in most faultless clobber the clegant 
Algernon Brittleswiff Undertone paid his after-church call at the 
house of her people. He was received, somewhat unconvention- 
ally. by her youngest brother, wtat nine. 

“Sister Ethel been to church this morning, Wallie?” F 

“Not much!” ejaculated Master Wallie, “she's ill—precious ill, 
too!” 

* Poor darling!” ad ag the romantic Algernon, half aside, “ she 
told me when last D'saw her, on Friday night, that she felt one of 
her old headaches coming on, and feared she would not be well 
enough to see me on the Saturday, And now I remember that it 
struck me how fragile and pale she louked in the lurid electric 
moonlight outside the Bon Marché—my poor anwmic darling! 
Oh, it wrings my heart to think that she should ever suffer a pang 
or feel a ge even be momentarily in danger——” 

“Oh, there ain’t no danger, mister, not even ‘nuff for pa to send 
for a doctor, but ma says that no girl could expec’ not to feel sick 
after gettin’ away with three dressed crabs, seven ice creams, an’ 
best part of a big pineapple.” 

“ Great Snakes !—what do you mean, Wallie?” 

“That, that’s part o' what it costed Mister Froggmorton for 
takin’ her to the Jewbillies Stakes at Kemtin Park yesterday— 
golly! think o' them three crabs —”" 

But Algernon, hat in hand, was already crossing the threshold, 
and it wasn't altogether crabs that he was thinking about, either. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
CARD Mem.—“ Nine of 'Arts”: The Muses. 
* THE Sounding Sea.”—The vocalist’s “high C.” 


167 
AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 


CHAPTER XII. 
As John Murray made the remark, “I earned it honestly,” Sandy 
Macpherson threw himself back in his chair, took suother sit of 


his wine, and looked across the table with an amuced smile, 

“Tak’ up your pistol,” he said at length, “1 dinna think we will 
fight now.” 

“Well, no; 1 don’t think we will,” said John Murray. “I fancy 
we may even be friendly.” 

“Just that,” said Sandy, “This dishonest job by which you 
earned your money honestly was the busting up of the Soldado 
mine, wasn't it?” 

“It was,” said John Murray. 

“Well, Lam going to see the mine,” said Sandy, 

Me And I am ready to go with you, as 1 said before,” said John 
urray. 

“Shake,” said Sandy, laconically. 

And they shook. 

e 


. . * . . 

“Look here, John Murray,” said Sandy Macpherson, as they 
leaned og | on the bulwarks of the mail steamer as she wax 
tearing up the English Channel within six hours’ steaming of 
Southampton. “Look here, John, I've a devilish dificult job 
before me, an’ a i I dinna like. If it were ony body else but 
Count Flautant U dinna think I wad attempt it, but that deevil 
tried to do me, 
an’ I wad like to 
see if 1 canna do 
him.” 

“Well, T think 
you're quite jus. 
tified.” said John 
- Murray, “I've 
no love for him 
myself, and 1 
wish you all the 
luck.” 5 

“It's no- the 
siller I carenboot, 
bat it’s the ill. 
trick he has tried 
, to play on me.” 

3 “Well, it was a 
dirty trick. but 
don’t think — it 
was all intended 
toinjure you. 
fancied he had a 
spite against 
some of the other 
shareholders.” 

“ie couldna 
have that.” said 
Sandy, “there 
was only ither 
twa, my niece 
and nephew.” 

“Ah, yes! and 
what was your 
nephew's name, Macpherson?” asked Murray. 

“No, no; he was only my nephew by warriage—Morton is his 
name, John Morton.” 

“Ah! Morton. Well, 1 heard that a Mr. Morton gave Count 
Flautant a pretty neat knocking about shortly before I got my 
commission in reference to the Soldado, and 1 noticed that on the 
day I had my interview with Flautant he had the remains of a 
very effective black eye. Depend upon it, he desired to serve out 
Mr. John Morton.” 

“Weel, weel, ho failed there, too, I'm afraid,” said Sandy with a 
laugh, when he remembered the effect the announcement of the 
Joxs of the money had had in that somewhat unhappy household. 
“I'm dootin’ that was the best day's wark he ever did for them. 
However, I must make up my mind how lam toact. Youare in no 
hurry to meet the Count, I should imagine,” continued the old man. 

“1 don’t care a continental if I never see him again,” said Murray, 
with a shrug. \ 

“Well, I want you to sce him again ; but I would like to see him 
about twenty-four hours before you do, 

“ All right, give ine the oflice at the time; tell me what I am to 
say to him.” 

“Tell him the truth,” said 
Sandy, “tell him the truth. 
It's a fine thing the truth ata’ 
times, but it’s an extra fine 
thing when it serves your we 
pose better than a lie would.” 

* Am [ to tell him that I saw 
you in Mexico—that you visited 
the mine—that you took the 
news——” 

“Tell him the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but 
the truth, unless ye think a wee 
bit of embellishment would 
make the thing go off more 
dramatic like. But, faith, 1 
think it will) be dramatic 
enough. If your interview 
were to take place out at Vera 
Cruz, I'm thinking it would be 
even more dramatic. You 
would be none the worse there 
of having your shooting irons 
ready ata moment's notice, But 
you're safe enough in London. 
The Count is fond of money, 
no doubt, but I dinna think 
he would risk a hanging for it, 
though he wudna be a bit the 
worse of it, and many might be 
a great deal the better if he 
got a bit stretching at the end 
of a etring.” 

“ And after I have seen him?” 

“ After you nave scen him. come to me—come straight to me, 
and ye'll hear of something that will do you nu harm.” 

(To be continued next week.) 
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“It was a dirty trick!” 
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BLIGHTED HOPES. 


SS ————— 


4 
an 
Sgt 


-Mn. GxorcE BURTON, F.O.8. 

, perhaps as familiar with the name of the 
trait this week adorns our Gallery as it 
is is solely beca: 


Cyele . 
Diek. Y: Ley wl ing down with t week. You'll like him eet He’ for popicag gis position. 
lees obi ‘air m _ How nice !)—extremely rich (Chorus. How lovely !)—and Ape tel ir, Doodiled Momy dent sr, aF8 YOU avanti 
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Jones, This Earl's Court Exhibition will confer a benefit upon mankind generally. « Fie told me he should never regret his bachelor dear.” “He told Alfred, 
Brown. 1 don't see how. love, he must do something desperate, for the at the restaurant was 
Jones, Why, don't you sce, the whole affair was started for the public wheel, awfully bad and expensi ° 


SHARP! ‘ ‘ GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. A SKY SIGN AT BURLINGTON HOUSE. Fs 


ate ie" 
i II a c “* Of course, | 
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George, I'm so fond of boating I could go on 


orge, who has been pulling hard with the ther- 
eter at ninety degrees in the shade, could do 
@ much shorte; period. 


rather afraid, the 
YC NS IN bing thorouyhly 
: j) delighted with Dad 
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RITISH ARMY THREATENED. that sy ea : 
men of Humanity (to tall Guardsman, whom his maternal aunt she woneee him Little Smudge (sol Really, the num! wrete bs 
wrod "Ere, oocr yer shovin’ at, hey? J'll “1 say, where do you generally gct shaved?” “On my like a hot plate. And we don't blame Tce terg A pacayrey lawned one can see more arti 
* jowr! chin mostly.” her. ability in the display ine laundry beck garden, forsoot! 
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